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that he is become for them a kind of secret
adventure. They are too old to smoke
blotting-paper in the coal-cellar ; they chase
after Shaw instead. He satisfies their desire
for the unexpected and ungovernable. The
desire is typical of the age . . ."

That would do. With the sheets in his
hand he started off again. Again he paused,
recalling something, at the door. Felicia was
coming to tea. He must telephone to her
from the post office, that was all. He dashed
back to the table and thrust the telegram
into his pocket, and hurried out to Fetter
Lane.

The office boy at Woman and Child was
too quick for him. As he pushed his manu-
script through the pigeon-hole in the
lobby and turned tumultuously to the street,
the whole door opened, pigeon-hole and
all. " Mr. Bettington . . . sir/' the boy
screamed. Bettington hesitated, cursed him-.
self for his hesitation. The boy ran tip.
" Mr. Hone would like to see you for a
moment. He's disengaged now." He held
out the manuscript. "Will you take this
up with you, sir/'

Bettington went up the stairs three at a
time;   his  feet  clattered against the iron